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Vnaven's ya WE HAVE HEARD 
HEARD ABOUT ABOUT THE GHOST: 
THE GHOST? WHAT } THAT'S WHY WE! 

IN TARNATION ARE HERE 
YOU FOOL KIOS 
DOING HERE? 


Y EXCELLENT ADVICE! LET'S 
GO SOMEPLACE ELSE 
FOR OUR VACATION. 


UKE DEATH VALLEY? } 


IT TAKES A LITTLE DOING: 
BUT FRED GETS SCO 
INTO THE WATER. 


JUST_YOU WAITILL YOU 
LAY BYES ON IT. YOULL 


GO RUNNIN! HOME AS 
FAST AS ALL GET OUT: 


COWARD! SCOOBY AND 
T AREN'T AFRAID OF A 
SURFER GHOST... 
ARE WE. SCOOB? 


CLUE CLuB ey 
CAPER! | 
MOVING IN ANY DIRECTION, DISCOVER THE NAMES . | 


OF SOME WELL KNOWN FRIENDS / 


JOIN THE DOTS | TO 44 AND DISCOVER WHAT HAS 
MADE MAGILLA GORILLA AND MR. PEEBLES JUMP! 


| PHOOEY MESSAGE! 

| HELP HONG KONG PHOOEY 
DECODE THE MESSAGE BELOW 
TO FOIL THE CROOKS 
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THERE (S ONLY ONE ROUTE FROM THE 
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) THINGS “TO DO WITH 


SCOOBY 


SOON, JANE, 

SOON.’ YOLL KNOW 

HOW TI HATE IT 

WHEN YOU NAG 
ME... 


WHEN ARE ++ ESPECIALLY 
YOU GOING To. WH 
GET.RID OF IT? 
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ike, I'm not easily scared, 

you know, man? But when 

1 saw that ghost — and it 
looked just like me — | nearly 
died.The spitting image!” 

“Spitting image?’’ repeated 
Shaggy. “You mean it was an 
uncouth ghoul?” 

“No, no!’’ exclaimed someone 
else. “He means that all four 
ghosts looked exactly like all of 
us. It's almost like looking in a 
mirror — except that they're the 
right way round of course.” 

Ghost-busting can be a 
harrowing, spine-tingling 
experience. It can take you into 
some weird and wonderful 
situations. The five intrepid and 
heroic members of Mystery 
Incoprorated now found 
themselves face to face with four 
members of a top pop music 
group who lived and rehearsed in 
the east wing of this shadowy, 
dark, cobweb-strewn, rambling, 
ancient, ramshackle, huge old 
mansion, miles away from 
anywhere. Suits of armour 
(specially imported from Japan) 
lined the corridors and dark old 
oil portraits (purchased as a job 
lot in an auction) covered the 
walls. Do you get the picture? 
The place looked straight out of 
a horror movie set. 

“It's part of our image, man,” 
quipped the lead singer, peering 
out through his dark spectacles. 
“You know, like we're called 
Ghostly Greg and the Heavy 
Horrors. This is a copy of our 
third single — it's top of the 
charts now — called Music to 
Haunt By!" He put it on. Shaggy 
started snapping his fingers, 
“Gee, what a_ ghoul little 
number!”” 

“\'ve heard of a haunting 
melody, but this is ridiculous!” 
joked Velma. 


“Melody?'’ complained Fred, 
“Sounds to me more like a pair 
of bagpipes having an argument 
with a schizophrenic guitar! 
What a racket!”” Daphne was 
getting impatient; “We didn’t 
come here to listen to the 
screaming jeebies. Why don’t you 
tell us more about your ghost 
problem. When do these replicas 
of yourselves appear?” 

“Why, funny you should 
mention that. Usually, whenever 
we play our music,” answered 
the drummer. 

Just then, a huge storm, which 
had gradually been building up, 
broke. Winds raged, tore at the 
very roots of trees. It howled and 
strained like a lost soul, while 
rain battered down on the slate 
roof and windows. Thunder 
rolled and lightening flashed 
spasmodically across the wind- 
torn, blackened sky, as the lights 
in the room went out! 

Then, suddenly, right in front 
of them, four frightening 
apparitions flickered into life. 
They appeared to glow with a 
garish green light and move like 
crabs across the room. 

It was true: They did look just 
like the four members of the 
Heavy Horrors. 

“Roo, Roo, Arooby Doo!” 
cried Scooby. 

In the next room, Velma 
stuttered to Shaggy; ‘’Wh-what 
are you doing cowering cowardly 
under the sofa?” 

“Need you ask, Velma, seeing 
as you yourself are cringing 
under the table?!’ 

Back in the first room, the 
four members of the Heavy 
Horrors were having what is 
known as a ‘freak out’ session. 

“Help! That's me over there! 
Surely only dead people have 
ghosts! | could be dead and not 
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ES THE GHOST! 


it! Or p’raphs it’s a 
Premonition -- I’m about to die! 
Waaagh! I’m getting out of 
here!” 

‘Too much, man! Horrors? 
You can keep ‘em! This is all 
getting too real for my liking! 
Wait for me!’ 

“Yeah, let's sell up this place 
- and move somewhere safe 
like Neasden! Never felt such off- 
beat vibes!”’ 

The frightened foursome fell 
over themselves in their haste to 
get out of the room, out of the 
house, into their Rolls Royce car 
and take the escape route back 
to civilisation! 

“So much for the courage of 
the modern rock hero,” sighed 
Daphne. “And what's more, 
there go our witnesses. Wait, 
what's the matter Scooby?” 

Scooby was covering his ears 
painfully with his paws. “I don’t 
know whether to cover my ears 
to block out the sound or my 
eyes, to block out the sight!” he 
moaned. 

“What sound?” asked Fred, “I 
don’t hear anything except the 
storm.” 

“That high-pitched whine! I'm 
a dog remember? Dogs can hear 
high-frequency noises that — 
ahem - - inferior humans can’t!”” 

The ghosts were beginning to 
fade away now. 

“The noise is fading too,” 
announced Scooby. 

“Maybe it’s got something to 
do with the ghosts,” suggested 
Fred. “Quick, Scooby, see if you 
can take us to where it’s coming 
from. Don’t worry, we'll follow 
you. Hurry, before it goes.” 

“I don’t know if | want to 
find out where it's coming 
from!’’ growled Scooby, but he 
bounded away out of the room 
anyway, followed closely by 
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Daphne and Fred. 

The lights were flickering on 
now, but it was still gloomy in 
the house. The heroic hound led 
them down shadowy corridors, 
through long-dissused rooms 
thick with dust, where old oak 
furniture seemed to tower over 
everything, the ever-present suits 
of armour seemed to be moving 
just out of the comer of their 
vision and the eyes of the old 
Portraits on the walls seemed to 
follow them wherever they went. 

“I wonder what happened to 
the others?” thought Daphne. 

Velma and Shaggy were 
trembling underneath the furni- 
ture where they'd taken refuge. 
Cautiously, Shaggy peered out 
into the gloomy room. Every- 
thing was still, absolutely silent. 
It was decidedly eerie. “! don’t 
like it,” he whispered. “It’s too 
quiet. Almost as if something 
was about to happen!’’ 

Just then, there was a move- 
ment in a corner. Shaggy felt his 
hair stand on end. He turned to 
look, and what he saw made even 
the hairs on his hairs stand on 
end, 

The wall itself seemed to 
shimmer, and through it stepped 
a white, glowing apparition! It 
was dressed in a shabby pullover, 
had a mop of orange hair that 
fell over its greenish eyes and 
and — a few wisps of hair that 
protruded from its chin like the 
beard of a billy-goat . . . It 
opened its mouth. 

“Swee-eets!’ it crooned, 
hollowly. “Choc-olates! 
Crrrisps!’’ “Shaggy!” cried 
Velma “'It’s — it’s —” 

“Il know!” he yelped. “It's 
me! | think it’s time we made 
like a horse -- and hoofed it. 
Come on!” And they shot out of 
the room like lightening. 


a 
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On the other side of the 
house, in the west wing, the 
others had followed the sound to 
adoor. 

“Are you sure this is it?” 
asked Fred. 

“Res! Res!” replied Scooby. 

A light shone from underneath 
the door. 

“After you,” said Daphne, 
nervously. 

Boldly, Fred went up to the 
door and tumed the handle. 

It opened easily, and there 
inside was a small man wearing @ 
white lab coat and a pair of 
spectacles, surrounded by a 


glistening array of machines, 
jals, wires and knobs. 
“"Ah, | see you've found mel” 
he smiled, stepping forward. 
“Never mind, I’m sure the 
members of Mystery Incorpo- 
rated will be interested in my 
little experiment. Allow me to 
introduce myself -- | am Doctor 
Sardonicus.” 

“Charmed, I'm sure,” said 
Daphne taking his hand, “but do 
you mind telling us what you're 


Up to exactly.” 
“To be sure, to be sure. You 
see | am a_ psychologist, 


especially interested in —- ah - 
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know, the untapped power of 


yrmal_phenomena. You 


the mind and the unknown. | am 
investigating exactly what part of 
a person it is that actually 
produces a ghost ~-if ghosts exist 
at all. My theory is that if people 
actually see a ghost themselves, 
then they are more likely to 
produce a ghost, an effect 
triggered off by the experience. 
So | set up a little experiment, 
‘using projectors and special 
effects, on the subjects of this 


house. 

“But why choose those people 
in particular?” asked Fred. The 
Doctor’s expression became 
darker. “You see | also hate pop 
stars. All that fame and money 
they get. And they can’t even 
play their instruments properly! 
What a row they make! They 
think they're God's gift to young 
people. Well, | showed them, 
didn't 1? | scared them off - 
ha hal” and he laughed 
manically. 

“Yes, you certainly did that,”” 


And me too!” 


cried Scooby. 
The Doctor's face fell. “But as 


that 


for my experiment . 
didn’t do so well, | think. 

“Well, never mind,”” consoled 
Daphne. “P’raps there’s no such 
thing as ghosts.”’ 

“Yes,” he replied miserably. 
“You may be right.” 

Just then, who should rush in 
but Shaggy, followed closely by 
Velma. 

“What's the matter 
you?” cried Daphne. 

“He just saw the most horrific 
thing imaginable!” answered 
Velma, breathlessly. “A ghost — 
of himself!" 

“Rood ft" excalimed 
Scooby. “Unbearable!” 

“Just a minute,” put in the 
Doctor. “I hate to tell you this, 
but — but — / didn’t make @ 
ghost of this boy.” 

There was a long pause while 
everyone thought about t i 
“Well, if you didn’t make 
gulped Daphne. “’ — who did?” 

‘And they all sat down in 
silence. Fo a very long time 
indeed. 
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BUT DOESN'T IT BEAT [——_~ 


SWIMMING ALONG 
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gatas 


STOP COMPLAINING, 
JABBER! 


OOH! WHAT PAIN! ONLY ONE 
HING KEEPS ME GOING..- 
HE DREAM OF HAVING MY 
OWN: CAR ! 
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BE WORSE THAN oor! 
THIS! é 


sale 


CAR...OR DOL 
OPEN My FISHY-BANK 
RIGHT NOW > 
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WHAT ABOUT THE RACE? DARN 

IT! I'VE GONE TO ALL THE TROUBLE 

OF PUTTING A BOMB IN THIS CAR! 
YOU CAN'T. «+ 


SEE! WE'VE BEEN V you'r | 

WONDERING WHO'S BETTER 

RESPONSIBLE FOR. COME 

THOSE CAR EXPLOSIONS! Deal 
mi 


I'M PEDDLING A: 
FAST AS I CAN / 


‘When ALL 


Aerts MAKES ME WANT To, 


“TAKE UP SWIMMING | 


I_CAN’T BELIEVE I KNow 

SUPER-VILLA RIGHT AwAy / 

HID A NUCLEAR ; BELIEVE Bur | THE EARTH WILL BE 
DISINTEGRATION IN DESTROYED UNLESS 
DEVICE IN My I GET RID OF IT 


PICNIC BASKET / IMMEDIATELY / 


AE 


I/M AFRAID 
"4 Y : CAPTAIN YOGI 
ON SECOND THOUGHT... 
I GUESS IT CAN 
WAIT FOR A WHILE / { 


V MR. RANGER, sik / 

THIS /S A SURPRISE/ 
ER...FANCY MEETING 
YOu 


‘A STRONG WIND /S- 
BLOWING! SORT OUT 


OF SOME FF 
WITH THE HELP OF THE 
PICTURE CLUES!!! 
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